THE   WORLD   SOUL
<c c It lives for ever.'
"c The body goes back to earth, can it not rise again ?'
"c My friend,' the monk answered, c think, what are you ? Are you the body or the life that built it up and made it live ? The frame returns to earth, the wind moves other grasses. Life is not a thing bound to one body, it is not a product of the body. Is the wind a product of the grass it moves ? (He broke the grass stem.) The grass is dead and will return to earth ; a man dies, and his flesh and bones go back to dust. A body is a finite thing, life is infinite. Would you have the life that moved the leper, for he was a leper whom they mourn below, compelled for all ages to manifest itself only in that poor body which fate put him into once ? Life is a progress and a change . . .'
"The monk leant closer and took the broken grass and held it up. The wind had ceased and it stood motionless. cThe wind has gone, the grass is dead. The wind has gone to move the leaves and grasses far away.'
" The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, but canst not tell whence it came nor whither it goeth ; so is every one that is born of the Spirit."
The man sees a steamer pass with its electric lights and likens Man to a lamp. a Life comes for ever